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“Oranges and Lemons”

Oju,\‘r:},.\' AND LEMONS, a mw

and briiliantly eolored novel by
Mary C. E. Wemyss, tukes its name by
indirect implication the English
game twin fo “London bridge is falling
down” mmd well loved by all proper
minded children. 1t is not a child’s book,
however, although they will enjoy it the
more for that reasen. Older people as
well will find it good reading of a sane
and clever sort. The story does not de-
pend upon its plot for interest, but upon
Miss Wemyss's shility to make people
pay and do amusing things. Like The
Professional Aunt and Tmpossilile Peogle,
ber new book deals with a small group
of Englich people among whom a c¢hild
is prominently featnred, There are often
transparcncies and tritenesses in  the
story, never i the characters. Tt is evi-
dent tha! the author loves her people far
more than her book.

“Shun’t-if-T.don’t-want-to,” as the five-
year-old girl in the story iz called, strikes
ns as bong singularly unnatural as well
as wilfully smart. She suffers from Miss
Wemyss's determination to make her
original st all cost. Still she fits very
picely into the gemeral scheme, which 1s
that of bringing a bachelor uncle and a
maiden nunt, who dislike each other om
principle without baving met, into the
arms of matrimony. Dma, Shan't's dé-
butante sister, helps I the grim work, al-
though it is Shan't who finully secom-
plishes it by getting thrown from a pony
and meking gestures of death. Like Ned
in Mr. Lencock’s satire on boys' bhooks,
who ran't be boiled however Jong he may
bang over foaming caldrons, because he
s the horo, Shan't cannot die beeause she
in the pitee de résistance. Without her
we could not close the book in peace for
fear the recaleitrant lovers might undo
their bonds, Sibyl returning to her gur-
dens and Mareus to his chma eollecting.

They &re all nice humsm people with a
elever turn of conversation exeept Shan't's,
and shé will be when she gvows up. We
do not go so far as 1o say that there
aren’t such children, fenring threatenmg
Jetters from a soore af children within the
week telling us that they are Shan't to
the life and offering proofs. It is never
safe to say that people in books arc un-
real, as no one knows what real means
anyway, and besides, if the ctoqy is amus-
ing enoagh, what difference does it make?
The only time when there should be any
rub is when the author uses people, say
women, whom we consider unreul, to prove
a point. Miss Wemyss has hetter uses for
her charseters.

One opinion is advanced by means of
Marens which we shonld Like 10 dispute,
namely, that people’s eves grow smaller
with the yesrs and that a woman's eyes
at forty have often shrunk noficeably.
Brushing aside very tiny ehildren, who
frequently seem to be all cyes owine 1o
surrounding smaliness, we believe that
eyes have a habit of growing lurger, or
seeming to, as the folvess of eurly youth
departs from the facc.

ORANGES AND LEMOXE., Br Macy C

E. Wrxvss, Boston: Hooghton Mifilin
Company. #1.50.

from

We nre shic to state nnreservedly that
the Sefior Palavicini, who has jost de-
clined 10 be a candidate for President of
Mexion is the same Seior Palavicim
whose La Democracia 1ictoriosa has just
been published by 1. Appleton & Com-
pany.

James Oliver

- Curwood .

E great North-
I west is Curwood’s
ground. He ‘has
made it again the thrill-
ing scene of a romance,

Nomads
pf the North

in which the lives of a
man and a woman are
strnnge]y affected by

the comradeship of a
dog and a bear. A de-

lightful mixture of ad«.

venture and humor.
Net, $1.50
At all bookstores
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Jlemenceau, Cheer Leader for France

Ey N. P. D.

T is easy to imagine Gladstone being
called “old man” while he was still a
baby; ot least long before Le was really
the “grand old man” of Fngland. Buf
if Clemencean lives, like lus father be-
fore him, to be 90, the title of “ancient”
will never properly fit him; Le is too

much the elernal boy.

The French eall Clemencean “Minister
of Vietory.” Perhaps to Americans who
read Georges Clemenceau, written by a
rhapsodical Frenchman, Georges Le-
comte (becanse rhapsody is needed to
eonvey what Clemencesu means to the
Freneh pmpl(-'! be will appear as the
checr leader for France in the war with
Germany : making the people unendingly
sing the Marseillaise; suimating them
with his unconguerable spirit, inspiring
them with his faith, communieating to
them his own passionate devolion for his
conntry and insisting upon every individ-
ual sncrifiee that Franee might live.

One of the most popular eartoons of
Buirnsfather (the “Old BylI” artist) dur-
ing the war represented two soldiers in
the trenches saying the Allies will win, if
only “they”—the folks at home—will hold.
It was Clemencenu's special role in the
war {o see that the French people “beld”:
and lo give the poiles in the trenches on-
couragrment, oo, whether they needed it
or not. M. Lecomte savs that any day
during the war if yon went to the Palais
Bourbon and found the Deputies in the
dumps it was beesuse Clemenccan was
not there; on the eoutrary, if yon went to
the fromt and found the officers and men
downlearted, it was becamse Clemenossu
lind not beem around. Judgmg by the
movies, he wonld seem slways fo have
been at the front, quick stepping along
in bis little, old hat and g cont. Buoi
the truth is he was back and forth, al-
ways on hand where a little cheering
seemed to be meeded: in the Chamber
after s reverse; at the front before a
eritical advanee.

The wir mesnt more to Clemencesm
than to some others. “Si jeunesse sa-
vait!” Clemencean kpew. He was the
first—and is the last—af the protesters
agninst the smmexstion of Alsase and
TLorrnine. In the Assembly st Bordeanx
he swore cternal Sdelity to fhe stolen
provinees. And it was becamse Clemen-
eoan  knew what war with Germany
meant fhat he esrly made bis profession
of fuith: *Tt is not enonch to be heroes.
We must be congoerors™ He directed all
his mors] and physical strength not only
1o the fighting but the winning of the war.
Joffre turned back the Germans st the
Marno. Foch dirested, to ultimate tri-
umph, the grestest mass movement of
troops in mibitery histery. But Clemen-
ceptt was the moral leader, who cheered
the Fremeh people and the French army
to vietory. M. Lecomte says: “Above
all, he thimks only of fhe war. He ear-
ried it on with the wild energy of a man
who does mot want his couniry to die”
The follewing picture of Clemencesu is
ginking: -

“Behold him standing at the helm in
the tempest! His sharp, calm eves. so
intensely black in his white face, wateh
through the decp, foaming waves for the
reefs and mines. He is wet hy the spray.
Buat stanch wmder his Tittle soft hat,
with & turned down brim, a hat whish
has beoome the legend of the haitlefield,
he stamds firm.

“Energetic, he folerates only epergy.
Full of confidense, he wants others to be
confident. Under the hardest blows of
the sea, master of himself, humorous and
sardonic, ke raises a laugh by his pie-
turesque jokes which hearten the strug-
gling crew.

“Then suddenly what words he spraks,
simply and profoundly buman, of a eon-
trolled emotion, which bring tears to the
bardest eve!”

The trenches adopted him. M. Le-
comte says: “They know he is not afraid.
He does oot pose. He is eondial, spon-
tanesus, baniering™—in & word, is lum-
self the old poiln, In the same way, the
crowd in the streel adores Lim, “his en-
ercy, hiz activities, his picturesque grod
fellowship.” As a matier of fact, Clem-
emecau seems to be all things {o all men.
“‘hl‘.ﬂ Mr. H_\'I!ﬂu‘mﬂ the British lubor
leader, wrole ubot lum the other day be
chose ¢hiefly 1o sec in las friend of many
“years' the radieal who, ‘whem he went 1o

' Paris, before he was 20, settled down in

the Montmartre distriet (and later be-
came Mayor of Moutinarire) in order to
at first hand the
problenis of the workers. Lord Chester-

S St [t .HM;-H““&--: -'lm.uhna

]

a coal mine. You can always say vom
have been bedow, and nebody ean
tradiet you.” Mr. Hyndman elaimed for
bis friemd that be has always gone down
the coal mine. On the other hand, if Mr.
Wilson should - write a biography of
Clemencenu he eould (only he probably
worldn't) find in him-a fellow idealist;
while Lloyd George could choose the real-
ist, and 1le Germans wonldn't be able to
sce anything but the Tiger.

1.

M. Lecomic, being president of fhe
French Societe des Gens de Lettres, ¢m-
phasizes the more eultural side of Clemen-
eeau’s eareer, and dwells at length on his
guccess as journalist and man of letters.
M. Lecomie says that Parisiang were
never better informed on the art and lit-
eraiure of their time than while Clemen-
cean was publishing Lis paper, La Jus-
tice, whicl, although one of the most com-
bative of political journals, was at the
same time ane of the most literary of its
day. He gathered aroond him many
brilliant young wriiers. Pichon was one
of the editors. The chiefl politieal writer
was Edouard Durranc—author of the
famons eaptiom, sinee revived by Forgin
the artist, “How fine the Republic was
during the Empire!” Gustave Geoffroy
wos the Hterary eritic, and in the files of
La Justice will be found a procession of
names famous in French art and letters—
Monet, Rodin, Pissarro, Renoir, Carridre,
Ldmond de Goneourt, Barbey DAure.
villy, Vilbers de I'lsde Adam, Hoysmans,
Verlaine and, coming down to a modern
of the moderns, the poet Albert Semain,
Also while Clemenoenn was editing his
weekly pamphiet, Le Bioe, to whieh he
bimsell was sole eomtributor, he first gave
encourarement to many a voung ariist
and writer. It was, of course, while he
was writing politieal leaders for L' Awrore
that be threw himself henrt and mind into
the Dreyfus wffnir, giving up his leader
space for Zols's letter and himself sup-
plving the caption “JAceuse.” Later,
when his L'7Tomme Libre was to be cen-
sored, he quickly changed the name to
L'Homme Enchams,

To sum it all up, M. Lecombe savs
Clemencesn *knows < enormous amount”
and m one¢ of the most widely enlturcd

first order of the day is to go tn look
under the door met of his ground floor
apartiwent in the Rue Franklin,6 where he
has bved (let landlords do their worst)
for tweuty-five years, and get the des-
patches wifh which to begm his day's
work. He somelimes arrives at the door
mai before the messenger. He receives

con- "

liis first eallers at 8 o'clock.  He does not
smoke, prohibition would have no terrors
for him, he eats little and apparently
sleeps less, He likes dogs and
them, along with Chinese curios.

Borm a Vendeean, of rugged anecstry
(doctors for 300 years), M. Lecomte, like
Mr, Hyndman, insists that Clemencean is
the true Parisian. Mr. Hyndman finds in
him even a good deal of the Parisinn
gamin, “uot at all averse to enjoying life
at the cost of poking fun ai other propla
and even at himself” Although Clemen-
eeau can write, aa his sueeessful journal-
istic career proves, and le can be an
orutor when oratery is needed, M. Le-
ecomte says he is more a man of action
tham words. “Verbosity even when bril-
linnmt wears bim out. Ile hales the
phrases that do not act.,” A favorite line
in Clemeneeau’s speeches is “This is no
time for words.” This is what le said
to the Germans the other day when le
handed io them the peacc treaty. But
when the time comes o speak, ueither
works (nor lis knees) fail him.

The loast cmotional of readers will be
unable to read M. Lecomte’s aceount of
Armistice Day in Paris without a thnll
The cannon boomed, the throngs out-
side fhe Palais Bourhon sang the Mar-
scillaise, and inside a sober and deeply
stirred Clemenoenu vead the armistice
terms. “When he held in his hands, duly
simed, thos mrmistiee, which uvenges our
dead, which realizes onr hopes, he whom
no one had ever seen weep burst into
tears.” Sowalist and pricst, symbol of
the sacred union that lins earried Framee
througl the .war, rushed to elasp the
hands of Clemencenn; and Abhé Wei-
terlé, representative from Metz, up in a
box had a little ovation ull of his own. It
was a great day for every one, bot for
a Frenehman, whose experiences with
Germany extended back a lalf eeniury,
who had been continnonsly “pn-tv.—itillg"
since 7L it was truly the day of glory.

Iv.

Apain and again in M. Lacomte’s an-
alysis of Clemencean we are reminded
of our own Roosevelt—in the (wo men
the same elernal bovishness, impetuosity,
envrgy, picluresqueness, {raukness, good
{fellowship, ecourage —whom opo  threat
(nor assassin’s bullet) could stop; in
both the same frank and ardent national-
ism and the same happy combinafion of
mun wf leiters and man of action, Clemen-
centi does not seem 1o have bheen the ad-
venturer, in the way of travel, that
Roosevelt was, A Parisian never sees the
necessity to travel. Bui Clemenceau did,
it is true, venture as far ms America
once, and, brave man that he is, tanght
French in a yvoung ladies’ seminary at
Stamford, Conn. On the other hand, Mr.
Ionsevelt did not have the rapierlike wit
and jovial good humor of Clemencean.
He suid a good many severe things, for
exzmple, about the Fourteen Points, but
never arvthing quite so witty and sting-
ing ms Clemencesu'’s guek: “Fourteen
points! That's too many. The good Lord
has omly ten.”

“eolleets”

‘(_Z}JOBGEB CLEMENCEAU. By Groxaes
Lrcoxte. D. Appleton & Oo. $1.50.
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The Four Horsemen
of the Apo

THE GREATEST NOVEL OF MODERN TIMES BY
THE GREAT SPANISH NOVELIST BLASCO IBANEZ

Blood and Sand

A BRILLIANT NOVEL OF THE NATIONAL SPORT
OF SPAIN, BULL-FIGHTING, BY BLASCO IBANEZ

The Shadow of the

PROBABLY THE FINEST NOVEL BY BLASCO IBANEZ

La BOdega o the Vo

A STRONG NOVEL OF THE WINE CELLARS OF
Ready June 11.
In preparation—Mare Nostrum—(Qur Sea)

E. P. DUTTON & e

calypse

With a Foreword by
W. D. HOWELLS

By BLASCO IBANEZ.
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